


■The Life and Death 

Oilr faireAppoyntments may be well Pfrus d 

Me thipkes King Richard and my felfe fhould meet* 

W ith no lefleterror then the Elements . 

Of Fire and Water, whentheir thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy 
Be he the fire , lie be the yeilding W ater , 

The rase be his, while on the Earth Frame 
Mv Waters on the Earth, and not on mm. 

March on, and marke King R*Wa 1 howhelooke*. 

Parle without, And anfwer wtthtu : then a Flourtjh , 
Enter on the Walls > Rich*rdfArUle i Aumerle,Stro % 

See feeding' Richard doth himielfe appeare 
As doth the bluihing difeontented Sunne, 

From out the fiery Portall of the Eatt. 

When he perceivesthe envious clouds a« : bent 
To dimme his glory, and to ftame the trad 

Of his bright paffage to the Occident. 

Tor. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 

(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 

Controlling Majefty : alacke,alacke,forwoe. 

That any harmc Ihould ftaine fo faire a fhow. 

1 J?»V6.We are amazd,and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaule we thought our felfe thy lawfull King. 

And if we be,how dare thy loynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty of our pretence? 

If we be notjfliew us the hand of God, 

That hath difmis’d us from ourStevvardflup, 

For well we know no hand of blood and be 
•Can gripethefacred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnleffe he doe prophane, ftealeot ufurpe- 

Although yoS tmnke , that all as you hive doe, 
Have totne th,eir foules.by turning them tom 
And we ate barren, and bereft ot friends. 

Vet know,my mafter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muflring in his Clouds, monr btta fe, 

Argues of Peftilence,and they (hall itrike 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot. 

That lift-your Vaflall bands againft my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bttllinglrooke, for yond me thinkes he is, 

That every rtride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treafon: he is come to ope 
The purple Teflament of bleeding Warre ; 

Butere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace, 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of England# face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 
Herpaftors Graflfe with faythfull Englifli blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civill and vncivill Armcs 
Be rufh'd upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry BulUngl>rooke i doth humbly kifle thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That flandsupon your Royall Grand fires Bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

(Currents that ipring from one mod gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike jaunty 
And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Comprizing all that may be livorne, or fay d, 

Hiscomming hither hath no farther fcope, 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifement-immediate on his knees 
Which on thy Royall party granted once, 

His glittering Armcs he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steeds to ftables,and his heart 
fo faythfull fei . Ve of your Maiefty : 

This fweares he as tie is a Prince, is/uft. 

And as lam a Gentleman I credit him* 

Rich. Northumberland, fay thus : The King retnmes, 
"is Noble Cofin is right welcome hither. 

And all the number of his faire demands 

ur i! 1 without contradiction : 

Auh all the gracious utterance thou haft, 
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